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ACT I.. SCENE I. 


Proſpect of Woodſtock-Park term na- 
ling in the Bower.” 


Enter Queen and Page! 


HAT Place is here! 
. Vhar Scenes # Nu 

© Where 5 lad my Eye, 
© Alf around 

31 Gn 


And foft Ehſiume riſe: 58 vl POTEN þ 
Howry Mountalms,” * © © ar 
Moſlie Fountains 
Snady Woods, Wer. | 
Cir rſtal Floods Patt TYRA 


With wild * Copuinn ; 


—— ä — 
* 


Lives from the World and you ſecur d. 


Will ſoon forget the Toils of War. 


121 
As oer the hollow Vaults we walk, 
A hundred Eccho's round us talk : 
From Hill to Hill our Words are tof,, 
Rocks rebounding, 

Caves reſounding, Alluding 
Not a ſingle Voice is loſt. famous 
Page. There gentle Roſamond immur' d 


Veen. Curſe on the Name! I faint, I die, 
With ſecret Pangs of Jealouſie. [ 

Page. There does the penſive Beauty mourn, 
And languiſh for her Lord's Return. 

een. Death and Confuſion !. I'm too ſlow... 
Show me the happy Manſion, ſhow.---- 

Page. Great Henry there 

Queen. Trifler, no more !------ 

Page. —--—--Great Henry there 


| Queen. No more! the happy Manſion ſhow 
That holds this lovely, guilty Foc. 
My Wrath, like that of Heav'n, ſhall riſe, 
And blaſt her in her Paradiſe. 
Page. Behold on yonder riſing Groumd 
The Bow'r that wanders 
In Meanders, 
Exer bending, 
Never ending, 


WM * 
GS... 


| [PF 
Glades on Glades, 
| Shades in gr taker 
ne an Eternal Round. 

3 an endleſs Maze I trove, 

n Labycinths of Love, 

My Breaſt with hoarded Vengeance burns, 
While Fear and Rage | 
Vith Hope engage, 

ind rule my wav'ring Soul by turns. 

The Path yon verdant Field divides 

| to the ſoft Confinement guides. 

Eleonora, think betimes, 

Ir thy hated Rival's Crimes ! 

br, ah whithe: doſt thou go! 

his he done to move thee ſo 

Does the not warm with guilty Fires 

The faithleſs Lord of my Delires ? 

Hive not her fatal Arts remov'd 
My Henry from my Arms? 

'Tis her Crime to be lov'd, 

Tis her Crime to have Charms. 
Let us fly, ler us fly, 

She ſhall die, the ſhall die. 

I feel my Heart relent, 

mld the Fair be innocent ! 

hs Monarch like mine, 


Vis would not refign ! 


a 


y 


B 2 


[ 4] 
One ſo great and ſo brave 
All Hearts muſt enſlave. 
| Page. Hark, hark! what Sound invades my E 
= - - The Conqueror's Approach I hear. 
He comes, Victorious Henry comes | 
Hautboys, Trumpets, Fifes and Drums, 
In dreadful Conſort join'd, 
Send from afar 
And fill with Horror ev'ry Wind. 
Queen. Henry returns, from Danger free, 
Henry returns !----- But not to me. 
He comes his Roſamond to greet, 
And lay his Laurels at her Feer, u h 
His Vows impatient to renew; | go! 
His Vows to Eleonora due. 
Here ſhall the happy Nymph detain, 
(While of his Abſence 1 complain) 
Hid in her mazy wanton Bow'r, 
My Lord, my Life, my Conqueror. 
No, no, tis decreed 
The Traitreſs ſhall bleed; 
No Fear ſhall alarm, 
No Pity diſarm ; 
In my Rage ſhall be ſeen 
The Revenge of a Veen. 


_ —— 435 & rd ef ee — — — 1 * 
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SCENE II. 
The Entry of the Bower. 


Sir Truſty, Knight of the Bower, ſolus. 1 


How unhappy is he, | | 1 


That it ty d to @ ſhe, F 34 l 
And fam'd for his Wit and his Beauty) if 
For of us pretty Fellows | | * 
Our Wives are ſo Jealous, | 5 
They ne er haue enough of our Duty. i & 


ut hah ! my Limbs begin to quiver, © 
Igor, I burn, I freeze, I ſhiver; 
hence riſes this convulſive Strife: 
i {mell a Shrew! © 
My Fears are true, 
| ſce my Wife. 


Enter Grideline, Wife to Sir Truſty. 


Grid, Faithleſs Varlet, art thou there? 
ir Ir. My Love, my Dove, my Charming Fair! 
bid. Monſter, thy wheedling Tricks I know. # 
ir 7}, Why wilt thou call thy Turtle fo? 
6rid. Cheat not me with falſe Careſſes. 
Let me ſtop thy Mouth with Kiſſes. 
Grid. 


4 


Sir Ty 


* 6 ] 
Grid. Thoſe to Fair Roſamond are duc. 
Tr. She is not half fo Fair as you. 


1 © Co 


| Grid. She views thee with a Lover's Eye. 
Sir Tr. I'll till be thine, and let her die. 
Grid. No, no, 'tis plain. 

Traitor to thy King and me! 
Sir Tr. 

Behold that * bewitching Face, 


Thy Frauds | fee, 
0 Grideline! conſult thy Glaſs, 


' Thoſe blooming Cheeks, that lovely Hue 
Ev ry Feature 
( Charming Creature) 


Will convince you I am true. 
Grid. O how bleſt were Grideline, 
Could I call Sir Truſty mine! 
Did he not cover amorous Wiles 
With ſoft, but ah! deceiving 
How ſhould I Rewel in Delici 
The Spouſe of ſuch a Peerleſs 
Sir Tr. At length the Storm begins to ceaſe, 
I've ſooth d and 
"Tis now my Turn to Tyranize, 
I feel, I feel my Fury ric ! 
Tigreſs, be gone. 


_ 


s Knight! 


tter'd her to Peace. 


I love thee fo 
I cannot 


Sir Tr. Fly from my Paſſion, Beldame, fly ! 
Grid. why fo unkind, Sir Trufty, why ? 


777 

77, Thou'rt the Plague of my Life. 
4 I'm a fooliſh, fond Wife 4 
cir Ty, Let us part, 
[et us part. 
Grid. Will you break my poor Heart? 
pil you break my poor Heart? 
vir Ir. I will if 1 can. 
Grid. O barbarous Man! 
rom whence doth all this Paſſion flow: 


Sir Tr. Thou art ugly and old, 

And a villainous Scold. 

Grid, Thou art @ Ruſtick to call me ſo. 
ſn not ugly nor old, 

V a willainous Sold, 

But thou art a Ruflick to call me ſo. 


Sir Tr. Farewel, thou Shrew: 


Thu, Traitor, adieu 4 I 


Both. Adieu! adien ! [Exit Grid. 


Sir Truſty ſolus. 


Who ſerve in the State, 


And ſhould lay out our Cares 
On Publick Affairs; 


Grid. Thou Traitor, l 
Sir Tr. Thou Shrew, 1 


How hard is our Fate as 


19 


When conjugal Toils 

And Family Broils ' 
Make all our great Labours miſcarry 1 

Yet this is the Lot 

Of him thar has gor 

Fair Roſamond's Bow'r, 

With the Clew in his Pow'r, 

And is Courted by all, 

Both the great ws the ſmall, 


As principal Pimp to the mighty "_ Harry. 


But ſee, the penſive Fair e near 
I'll at a Diſtance ſtand and hear. 


Enter Roſam ond, 


| From Walk to Walk, from Shade: to Shade, | +7 
b From Stream to purling Stream convey'd, 
Through all the Mazes of the Grove, 
'Through. all the mingling Tracks I rove, - . 
Turning, 
Burning, 
Changing, 
| Rangin | 
Full of Grief and full of Love. 
Impatient for my Lord's Return 
I ſigh, I pine, I rave, I mourn. 


© 4 
„ 8 6 * 
2 . 
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1 rr Paſhon rſt like- mine? wy % 
70 * rend 
And break my 
u end * Ws combine 
Abſence wounds: wor 

Ear ſurrounds me, © 

Guilt confounds mw,. 

; rr Paſſion croſs d like mine?" 
Sir Tr. What Heart of Stone 
Can hear her moan, 
x not in Dumps Pa ang Pf 
/ How does my conſtant Grief a 
| Plealures of this happy Place! 1 
mn che Spring my 8 | 
al her Colon all _ Shy 
To me the Roſes. ibs 
No longer glows, / 284 
Every Plant ; realy 112 | 
Has loſt its Scent: 8 | 

le vernal Blooms of- various Hue, 


9 "| 


Ind the Breach of 85 ning r ys 


birds delighti ye A en 
laur's ſofteſt; — hn WIE. 
um my tortur'd Soul no more. 
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& Holloms freſh with Morning Dev, | Tt. 85 
& breeze, that ſweeps theſe fragtant Bow 'rs, 
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Ii bere feather d Quires combining... 


tel 
E Pow'rs I your, ee Ide; 
great Henry, i 

From EY and Alarm- 

” Fly, fly to "7 Airs. 

th to my Arms, my Monarch, fly ! 
Sir N. How much more bleis d wou'd Lovers be 

Did all the whining Fools agree 

To' live like Grideline and me! 
Roſ. O Roſamond, behold t 00 late 

And tremble at thy future Fate 

Gare this unhappy,-guiky-Face, 
Every Charm, and every Grace, 

That to thy Ruin 3 their way, 

And led —— Innocence aftray : 

At home thou ſeeſt thy "OR entag d, 

Abroad thy abſent Ford engag d 


Apart. 


In Wars, 4 may our Loves disjoin, 


And end at once his Life and mine. | 
Sir Th, Such cold Complaints befit a Nun: 

If ſhe turns honeſf Tm undone! [4þ4 
Rol. Beneath Vn Boary) Mountain 
II lay me dæum and weep, 

Or near ſome wwarbling Fountain 


B3Beuail my ſelf * 


- With gentle murm ring — 
And Winds in Conſort joining, 
* JE: Dreams... [Ext] 
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Sir Truſty ſolur. | 


phat lage Tiger would not pity 
Damlcl lo diſtreſs d and pretty ! — 3: 
ut hah a Sound my Bo r invades, [ Trumpets feurifh, | 
Ind eccho's through the winding Shades ; 3 

s Henry's March! the Tune I know : 

Meſſenger : It muſt be fo. | 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


We. Great Henry comes! with Love oppreſt ; 
ne to lodge the Royal Gueſt, 
m purple Fields with Slaughter ſpread, 
pe Rivers choak'd with Heaps of Dea. 
im plocious and immortal Toils, © 2 
Alen with Honour, rich with Spoils, 

Henry comes! Prepare thy Bow'r 
dlodpe the mighty Conquerour. _ | 
r. The Bow'r and Lady both are dreſt; 
N ready to receive their Gueſt, © | gy POTS 
Aa, Hicher the Victor flies (his Queen 
Nohl Progeny unſeen zn 
"1 as the Britiſh Shores he reach d, 3 
icr bis foaming Courſer ſtrech'd: 
bee: his eager Steps ptevenrt * 5 
Mellage that himſelf hach ſentt 1 
| TCC 


N ** — p "x" - 8 K 
0 | - =. J . _ * * 
Rr 
* — , * 4 a. o \ * 1 
A ” \ . * 


4 


Fir N. Here will 1 and 


1 | Vit Hat in Hand 5 
1 5 | 8 8 Obſequiouſſy to mic hm, 
And mult endeavouy $ 


4  * At vier 
That's ſuirable to greet him. 


| Enter King, Henry ofier a Flowig of Trumperr. 


= King g. Where is my Lower: my Roſamon ! 
Sir Ty. Firſt, as in ſtricteſt Duty bound, 
. I kiss your Royal Hand, 
King. Where is my Lie! my Roſamond + 
Sir Tr. Next with Submiſſion: moſt profound, 
5 I velcome you to Land. | 
| Where is the Tender, Charming Fair! 
— Tr. Let me appear, Our Sir, 1 pray 
Methodical in what 1 fay, 
King. Where is my 2087 1 0 tell me where 
c ET Tr. For when ve have a Prince's Far, 
We ſhould haye Wit 
Jo know what's fit 
For us to (peak; and him to hear. 
* King. Thele dull Dclays I cannot bear, 
| Where 1 is my Love, O tell me where! 
Sir Ty. 1 ſpeak, Great Sir, with weeping Eyes, 
She raves, alas! the faints, ſhe dies. 
Eng. What doſt thou ſay?) my Hearts ahm 


* . . "0 too ny warm'd 


— 


me 


| 


ole, WRC © . 4. 
[ On * - Parts 4 * * e 4 


ez and faints, and dies, tis true; 
u mes and faints, and dies for you. 
King. Vas ever Nymph like Roſamon d, 
fa, h faithful, and ſo fond, 
end with ev'ry Charm and Grace! 
. Heart's on Fire | 
With flrong Deſire, 
hl leaps and ſprings to her Embrace. 
dir Tr. At the Sight of her Lover 
She'll quickly recover. 
What Place will you chuſe 
For firſt Interviews? 
lag. Full in the Center of the Grove SING: 
yon Pavilion made for Love, 46 
ſhere Woodbines, Roſes, Jeſlamines, x 
naanths, and Fglantines, . g ; 
ſb incermingling Sweets have wove 
e particolour'd gay Alcove. 8 
u Ir. Your Highnels, Sir, as I preſume, 
& chole the moſt convenient Gloom; | IM 
rg not a Place in all the Pack 
þ Trees ſo thick, and Shades ſo dark. "Fo 
Ing. Mean while vith due Attention vait 


derber Envy, Grief, nor Fears, 
r Love-{ck Jealouſie appearr, 
r (en{elels Pomp nor Noiſe intrude 

Its Delicious Solitude, e, 
fleiure reign through all the Grove, 
Wall be Peace, and all be Love. — 
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guard the Bow'r, and watch the Gare; MY. 
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Wor" D be aug; plc mg ns +500 
men we Love, and when we ve Languiſh! 
FFF. VT" | 
85 * Thought ſutprizing 1 
Pleaſure comting! . 
8 Charms tran porting! | 
Wo” al 
= 0 the pleafing, pleafmg Anguifs [Exeuy 


„Kea dr n ACT. 
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A C T- T's 0 E N E L 
A Pavilion 1 in the Midal of the Bown 


King and Roſamond, 


5 King. Hus let my veary Soul forget 
r Keſtleſs Glory, Martial Strife, 

— Anxious Flediires of the co 

5 ee And gilded Cares of Life. 

% | Bof. Thus let me loſe, in riſing Joys, 

| Fierce Impaticnce, fond Deſires, 
Painful Abſence that deſtroys, _ - 
0 ee Fires. 
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Ig Not Bi 41 Britiſh. - © * 

* Varrior's Heart, nor claſhing Arms, 
i Felds with hoſtile Banners ſtrow 4 5 

r Liſe on proſtrate: Gauls beſtow d. 

me half * Joys chat fill my Breaſt, | 

while with my Roſamond I'm bleſt. 

1, My Henry is. my Soul's Delight, 
y Vih by Day, my Dream by Night. 

5 not in Language to impart 


le my Conqueror ſurvey, 

d look my very Soul away. 

Eng. O may the preſent Bliſs endure 

bm Fortune, Time, and Death ſecure! 

Both. O may the preſent Bliſs endure - 

The My Eye cou'd ever gaze, my Ear 
ie gentle Sounds cou'd evet hear, 

. with Noon- day Hears oppreſs d, 

dung Temples call for Raſt! 

en cool Grotto's artful Night | 

tefing Slumbers I'll invite, 3 

kn ſeek again my abſent Fair, 5 De FM 

it all the Love a Heart can bear. 


Roſamond * 


m whence this Gd preſagit ng ae 
|  ludden Sigh, e ker 


e ſecret Meltings of my Heart, S 


lun King, 


os in my gent Ws We 
5 Rd ed Cl e Tee hin In th, 
Posted by Angels to the Sky, 
And loſt in endleſs Tracks of Light; j 
Wbile I abandon'd and forlorn, 
J0 datk and diſmal · Deſarts born, 
* Through lonely Wilds have lem d to ſtray, 
A long, uncomfortable 'Way. | 
They're Fantoms all, Tl think no more; 
„40 Life bes endleſs Foys in fore. 
2  Farewel Sorrow, farewel Fear, © 
8 7 0 Fantoms 1 5 ber. 


err 


_ SCENE A ifo Gate of the 


'Gridelin md Page. 


1 Grid. my Sina wells ith ſecret Spight, 
| I To fee my fickle, faithlels Knight, 
Wich up pop t Geſture, > goodly 1 Mein, 
Face of Coat of Steen, 
That charm'd the Ladies long ago, 
So lirtle his own Worth to know, 
On a meer Girl his Thoughts to place, 
5 With A Checks and baby Face, 
A Child! a Chir! chat vas not born, 
8 When 1 „ 


896 174]. 


3 Ga any Man prefer en 
netable Gridelin e? 


þ veping Eyes ſo oft I {py | 
FPhickers curPd, and Shoo-ſtrings wa d, 
er Toledo by his Side, 

gpoulder belt ſo trimly placd, 

band ſo nicely moo d and he'd. 
Page. If Roſamond his Garb has view d 
knight 1 falle, the Nymph ſubdu d. 
ki. My anxious boding Heart divines 
bool by a W Signs: 
Joe the lonely Rocks he walks, 

Ito the oli Eccho talks; 

"che Glaſs he rolls his Eye 

mens and frowns if Lam = xv 

um fond caſte Heart . Wh 

ink of Roſamond, and ſmiles. 


bs Heart 


i, — And He has « * PG : 
xe, Your fears are too juſt— 

x. ----- Too plainly ages 75 

| Both, He lerer and is lou dl. 
Grid. O Mereileſs Nate k N 
Fae. Deplorable State! een 
ind. To du 19.001 Ae 
* — To be WM 71 


1 He Joes, my Child; aps why 


we. Well may you feel cheſe ſoft Alarms, 


rr 


n % * . 
; Lk FO bd # 92> * EY 
EC - 
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n , 


| _ Perhaps their looſe Ampurs prevent, 


"Tl 18) 
| Grid. Dy a Reben; Swain, 
Both. That Laughs at your Pain, 
| Grid. Ho ſhou d I act? Can'ft thou adyife 
| Page. Open the Gare, if you are wile; 
I, in an unſufpected Hour, 
May catch em dallying in the Bow'r, 


And keep Sir Trufly innocent. 

: Grid. Thou art in Truth 
A forward Youth, - 
Of Wi and Pare. bee define; 
Thou know'ſt our Sex. Thou art a Page. 
8 Page. Til do what I can 


. wwe *, — FY 


- To ſurpriſe the falſe Man. 
Grid. Of ſuch a faithful Spy I've need ; 4 f 
> Go in, and if thy Plots ſucceed {uu 
| Fair Youth thou may ſt r _ zaun. 
Tl pay ue Serves with 4 Kis. [Exit | 


| Grideline fol. 


Prithee C 10 more 

A e wee, 
2 OY 
* Si ve thy Pains 


x1t 


[1941 
3 Pug ſa | 1 


bolt delicious Vier ds Fa 111. 
Charming, ever Neri 
« of various Shades ariſe, . | 
1 yith Flow'rs of vious Die Dies: 
meeting Paths are croſts: J plant - 
pins playing W the Trees, . 
Coolnels to the paſſing Breeze. 
A thouſand fairy Scenes appear, 
Hime 4 Grove, 4 Grotto here, 
Bre a Rock, and here a Stream, 
Sweet Deluſion, - | 
Gay Confuſion, 
fl 4 Viſion, all = D [0-3 


* 


*& 


Enter e 


At length the bow'ry Vaults appear 

om heaves, and pants 1 Fear: 

ind Checks my Heart controul, 

nd Terrors ſhake my Soul. 

; Behold che brazen es unbarr di. a N 


FP: fixtin Thought, lam norhearder 2 8 
. | ſer, I ſee my Hands embru'd | 


' 22 1 


| 8 N 
bh 1 fee the Vidim galp for Breath, 

And ſtart in Agonics of Death': 
I ſee my raging dy dying Lord, 
And O, I lee my felt abhorr d! 
Page. My Eyes O erflow, my Heart is rent 
To hear Britannia Queen lament. [4 

Queen. What ſhall my trembling Soul purſe; * 
Page. Behold, Great — the Place in View! 
Queen. Ye Pow'rs inſtruct me what to do ! 

Page. That Bower will ſhow 
The guilty Foe. 
Queen. At is decreed.—It ſhall be ſo Lagen 

I cannot fee my Lord r 
(ob. that I cou d call bim mine | ) 

_ Why have not they moſt Charms to move, 
Whoſe Boſoms burn with pureſt Love! 
Page. Her Heart with Rage and Fondneſs glo | 
O Jealouſie thou Hell of Woes ! 
That conſcious Scene of Love contains - 

The facal Cauſe of all your Pains : 

In yonder floy'ry Vale we lies, 

Where thole fiir. blofforn d Arbours riſe. 

Queen. Let us haſte to deſtroy 
Iller Guilt and her Joy: , 

5 17 Id and frantick is my: rl 

F Fi drivingy” a 79] 

Mercy firrving, Ive —_—” 

„ pi fon Rl we 4 


22 1 
The Pang. of Love 3 | ; 
Je Pew rs remove,  .-- | 3 25 
„ e 1 
Love and Deſpair | = 
' What Heart can bear? 8 b | 
Fuſe my Soul, or FF me Dead ! RE [Exeunc, 


1 


SCENE cage; to the Pavilion as before. 
| Refemond ol, 


— 


Nrunſporting Pleaſure! who can tell it! 
When our longing Eyes diſcover 
The kind, the dear n Lover, 


Who can hide, or who reveal it! 


P. 


i fukken Motion flakes the Grove : : 

| hear the Steps of him I Love; 

Prepare, my Soul, to meet thy Bliſs 1 

—- Death to my Eyes! what Sight is this . 
The Queen, th' offended. Queen I ſee 1 - ++ 
—- Open, O Earth ! and fwallow me! 


Enter the gun with a Bowl 5 in one Hand, and a bar 5 | 
ger in the other. 


1 


Queen. Thus arm'd with double Death come: 
benold, vain Wretch, behold. thy Doom! l 
Thy Crimes to their full Period tend, 

And ben by This or © This hall end. 


"1 \ 


1 


roſe w ban mall I ſay, or how reply 


925 To Threats of injur d Majeſty? | 


© "Queen. Tis Guilt that ved thy Tonga controul, 

Or quickly drain the fatal Bowl, 
Or chis right Hand performs. its part, 

And plants a Dagger in thy Heart. 

Ro. Can Britain's Queen give ſuch commands 
Or dip in Blood thoſe ſacped Hands? 

In Her mall ſtch Revenge be feen? 

Far be that from Britain's; Queen 
Queen. How black does my Delign appear? 


£7 | Was ever Mercy ſo {evere r Adi. 


Roſ. When Tides of Hour f Blood run high, 
And Scenes of promir'd Foys are ig, 
Health preſuming, 
5 Beauty blooming, | 
05 how dreadful tit to die! » 
15 Queen. To thoſe whom! Woll Difhonour ſtain, 
Life it ſelf ſhould be a Pain. 
Roſ. Whocould xeſiſt great H s Charms, 
a the Heroe Fom be, 2 


int on the ſo, the render Fires, 
_ Milting Thoughts and Lay Defires, _ 
© That in your own warm Boſom riſe, © 
When {anguiſving withLove-ſick Eyes 
That great, that. charming Man _ fee 2 
Think on your ſelf, «nd #4 
© th 


"1 "47 $: 4 
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A 2] 
mm And doſt thou thus thy Guile deplore! ! 
[Offering the Dagger to her 2 

eſumptuous Woman plead no more! 

Ref. O Queen your lifted Arm reſtrain ! | 
hold theſe Tears — 
Queen. - They flow in vain. . 
Ro. Look with Compalicn on my Fate ! — * 
0 hear my Sighs !--- 56 a 5 
een. — They riſe too late 
Hope not a Day's, an Hour's Repreive. 

Ref. Tho 1 live wretched,” let me live. | 
In ſome deep Dungeon let me lye, | 
Covered from ev'ry human Eye, „ 
dil d the Day, prunes the. . N 
Where Shades of everlaſtin Night n 
ay this untlappy Face darn, 15 
Jd cat a Veil o'er ey'ry Char 
ended Heav'n I'll there a” 

Nor ke the Sun, nor Henry more. may 
Queen. Moving Language, Hining Tears, bebe 7 
rung Guilt, and graceful Fears, re) 
ling Pity, kindling Rage, F | 1 
Vance provoke me, and aſſfw age. T[Afide- 
Ri. What ſhall I do Er. ole 1696 4 a 7 | 

ur kindled Vengeance? 

fr. —- Thou ſhalt die. [offering the Dagger: 
ky. Give me but one ſhort W oinN $ BE. 
O Henry why fo far at; 13 a 
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5 8 to velter i in a Flood 
Fen of f Kraming Gore. 34 Uifferinge the barg. 


I [Takes the Bo] in ber Ha 
: 8 "6 own how pity rends my Soul [Aſide 
©. = s 2 Thus ptoſtrate at your Feet I fall. 
O ler me ſtill for Mercy call. | Falling on her Knees 
Accept, Great Queen, like _ Heav'n, 
The Som that Begs to be Forgiv/n: 

= If im-the lateſt Gaſp of Breath, 
Isen ile dreadful Pains of Death, 
4 2 —_ e the cold Damp bedews your Brow, 
wo bope for Mercy, ſb it now. 
eech. Mercy to lighter Crimes is due, 
__ Horrors and Death ſhall chine purſue. 

| Offering the Dag * 

ds RN Thus 1 prevent 5 Blow. {Drinl 
--- Whither, ah! whicher ſhall 1 go! 
3 VW bere thy paſt Life thou ſhalt lament, | 

And with thou bad l been Innocent. 
uo Tyrant! to aggravate the Stroke, 
__ * - "And l already brokc. 
1 _ My dying Soul with Fury ; "m4 | 

And flighted. Grief to Madnek turns, 
.. Thank not, thou Author of my Wee, 
_ Thai Roſamond will leave thee ſo: 
a Z At dead of Nigh | "> 
* * rig 
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Lay) Ne 
With hideons Screams 7 OLE. 
I'll haant thy Dreams, 

And when the painful Night dhe 

My Henry foall Revenge my Canſe. 

V vhicher does my - ive! 


ge my Rage, your - — ghon — 


My Veins are troze, my 
ie yeary Springs of Life ſtand fl, 
he Sleep of Dearh benurtis all oft "RC Yet 
J finting Limbs, and I'm no more. 50 
e bes arm Couch. 
deen. Heat, you who watt on my Commands: fr 1 


Fhere the fam'd Streams of Iſis ſtray; $a, 
liter che breathleſs Coarſe convey, | 


nd bid the Cloiſter'd Maids with care 
he due Solemnities | prepare. Ease with the Body. 


danquiſb d ve dns . h 51er 
bo gre it is 10 ol thets dhe fiat! 12.14 
lou much greater to forgive, © © 
W tid a vanquiſh d Foe to vue li 


Enter Sir Twaſty in a Fight. 
breathleſs Corps ! whar have I {een ! 3 5 


d follow'd by the % HRS Quernt 
muſt be ſhe ! * 


ef 


h 


kT 4. 


rs are. true: 


e Bowl of pen Juice I view. WY 
by can the fam'd Sir Tywſfy live 
d hear his Maſter cs _ pee! 5 | 
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beach thoſe Hills a Convent ſtands, | OO rendants, 


_: No! tho I WY boch o_ "i 
__ Fair Roſamond Tl pledge thee here. "wr 
_ The King this doleful News {hall read Or 
VE My In Lines of my IG? : 

—_ Great Sir, | | | Nin 
_— | As I am at this preſent writing, 


The Bow r turns round, 
The Labyrinth grows more confus d, 
He Thickets Dance==--1 ftretch, I yawn, 
Dy Death bas 1 up my. Heels—-1 m gone. 
| Stagoers and fl 


my Brain abus d, 


Re enter Queen, fela 


* "The Conflict of my Mind is es, | 

WY -- ere hall ng. yo mare 

„ Hence ye ſecret Dam ps of Care, 
1 Fierce Diſdain, and cold Deſpair, 

. _— 
3 Hence Grief and Hate? 

Ye Pains that wait 


. On Jealoue, the Rage of Love 


. My Henry ry ſhall be mine ua 
The Heyoe os hal be All my own 


Nobler Joys poſſeſs my Heart 
Than Crowns and gs © can impart. 


N 4 
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ACT I. SCENE | 


mo Angels ſuppos 'd to be the Guardian 2 of the 
Pritith ings in War and in Peace. . 


Ehold ch' unhappy Monarch there, © - + + 
That claims our Tutelary Care! ' 
Aug In Fields of Death monk his Head 
child of Adamant I ſpread. : © + 
1 Ang; In Hours of Peace unſeen, W n 
wer o'er the Britiſh Throne. 
2 Ang. When Hoſts of Foes with Foes engage + 
d wund th anointed Heroe rage, 
ie cleaving Fauchion I miſguide 
tum the feather d Shaft aſide. 
Ang. When dark. termenting Fations Boll 
d prompt ch Ambitious to rebel, 25 
thouſand Terrors I impar rr. 
dump the furious Traitor's Heart. 
ub. But O what Influence can remove 
e Pangs of Grief, and Rage of Love! 
2, Ang. I'll fire his Soul with mighty Themes 
Till Love before Ambition fly. © 
Ang. I'll ſooch his Cares in pleaſing Beam 
Till Grief in joyful Raptures diQ 
2 Ang. Whatever glorious and — 
In Brinſh Annals con be fond * 
- Whatever Aﬀions hall adorn HL >. it 
Britannia's Heroes get unborn 5 1 
"MP E e een 


ne 4 Grotto, Henry rep, 4 Cloud A ende, in it 
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A Is dreadful Viſions roll Fn 
_ : Gs fengy'd Bills the © Ga foall Bleed, 
"Ow: Ad Agincourt an + fra riſe. 
Au. rr 
5 And ſhakes a viſionary Lance, | 
FE. , His Brain is fill d with loud Alarms, 
= Shouting Armies, claſhing Arms, 
The A Prints of Love delace 
| And e e ſound in ve _ We. 
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"Wha, wht 9 Years, - 
you Thy Bow'r {hall be! 

When Time its Beauties ſhall deface, 
- And only with its Runt grace 
The "14th Proſpect of the Place. | 
Behold the glorious Pile aſcending ! e 

Ochunns feeling, Arches bending, h. 
| Dus in 2 . 


1 
Blet 


_. | His growing 2 2 KP». 
_ Tow * and fierce e br R 
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Let Grief and Love at once TOY 
* er all their Pain; 
— — 14g N 


2A 
bod Bu both, both ſhell plead and rage tm vain. [The Sg 


Appears. 
here have my raviſh d Senſes been 1 

hat Joys, what Wonders have I ſeen ! 

be Scene yer ſtands before my Eye: 

thouſand 3 Deeds this be 

deep Futurity. obſcure, 
ps and Triumphs Immature, ä 
woes imfners'd in Time's dark Womb, 

ering tor mighty Years to come, 

ak forth, and to the Day diplay d, 

mr inglorious Houts u 
anlported with ſo bright 4 — : 

| Waking Life appears a Dream. 


Jeu, ye wanton Shades aud Bow'rs, 

aths of Myrtle, Beds of Flow rs, 
Roſie Brakes, + WW hk 
Silver Lakes, Tr | 
To Love and You | > | 
A long Adieu 


Roſamond ! O riſing Woe!” | 
y do my veeping Eyes 0 'crflow?. oe | 
mend! O fair diftrelid iis * + 1 2} | 
. wy Heath with Geer opp, ++ 


| 
| 
|; 


Henry farting from the Couch, theVifion dif 


/ 


3 = -_ I baniſh'd from his Arms? [ Retires f 


e 
. [30] 
Its unrelenting purpoſe tell; | 
And take tho lo ong, the laſt Farewel! | 
Riſe, Glory, riſe in all thy Charms, 
_ Thy uaving reſt, and burniſb d Arms, | 
BY 3 — gilded Banners round, 
Male thy thund ring Courſer Bound, 
Bid. rbe Drum and De join, 
Warm my Soul with Rage Divine; 
All thy Pomp 


s around x call : 
To Conquer Love will ask em all. [Ex 


2 C ENE changes to that Part. of the Bow wa 
Sir Truſty lies upon the Ground, with the Bowl 
Dagger on the Table. ; 

| | Enter Queen 
Ey ry Star, and ev ry Pow'r, 
Look dovn on this important Hour: 
Lend your Protection and Defence 
Ev 'ry Guard of Innocence! 
"ip me my Henry to ally e, ny 
To gain his Love, 'or bear is Rage. 


1 iferions Love, uncertain Treaſure, 

1 thou more of Pain or Pleaſure 
ChilPd with Tears, | 
Kid with Fear, 

Bali Torments duell about thee : 

Tet who "would live, and live oben thee! 


"But ch the Sig ht my Soul alarms: 
My e alas 


n, I'ni all on Fire 


5 1 1 muſt retire 125 
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798 ' Enter King. e Yo 
dome dreadful. Birth of Fate i neat: 2 
hr why, my Soul, unus d to fer 
vich ſecret Horror doſt thou ſhake ? a | / 
n Dreams ſuch dire Impreflions make J 
Vhat means this ſolemn ſilent Show? _ 
his Pomp of Death, this Scene of Woo? 
upport me, Heav'n ! What's this I read? i * 
Horror! Roſamond is dead. > NE 
That ſhall I ay, or whither tun? 
ich Gricf, and Rage, and Love, I burn: 
e in che Whirle of Paſſion loſt. NS 
hy did I not in Battle fall. 3 
rulh'd with the Thunder of the Gaul? 55 Ty 
Thy did the Spear my Boſom mils? _ q 79 
> Poy'rs, was I reſerv'd for this! . . 
Dittratted with Woe „ 
I'll yuſh on the fre 

To feek my Relief: ._ 7 | 2 57 
The Sword or the Dart i r 
Shall pierce my ſad Heart, | 

And jmiſh my Grief ! „ 
Queen. Fain wou'd my Tongue his: Heart appeaſe, . 
d give his raging Tortures Eaſe. [Af 
King. But ſec the Cauſe of all my Fears, SE RTE 2 
e Source of all my Grief 0 


g 


rom Thought to T ought my Soul is toſs d, © Sor | | a 1 
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d uncxpeCted Gueſt is here; 74 
The fatal Bowl - | r 
Inform d , ES 44 | 

Mora was too near. | 51 „ 5 , oh 1 
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oi "OI 
ueen. Why o I here ty Lord receive? 
ee Is this the Welcome that you give? 
Queen. Thus ſhoti d divided Lovers mert? 
wb. And is it thus, ah! thus we oreet! / 
en. Whar in theſe guilty Shades cou'd You 
22 Conqueror, purſue 3 * 5 N 
King. 8 n dvd; you 
2 Jegen' rate ts have fir d yout h 
King. The Thirſt of Blood has yours pan 
Queen. A Heart fo nnyepenthn 1 | 
King. A Rage ſo ee, 
Both. Will for ev 
Love , 5 
Will for ever break our Refl. . 
| King. Floods of Sorrow will | ſhed 
To mourn the Lovely Shade! 
My Roſamond, alas, is gend, | 
And where, O whete convey'd! 
' $0 bright a Bloom, ſo ſoft an Air, 
- , Did ever Nymph diſcloſe! 
| The Lilly was not half jo fair, | 
Nor half ſe Fuert the Roſe. 
Veen. How is his Heart with Again _ 
My Lord, I cannot fee you Mourn, 
The Living you lament: While 1 
\ To be lanentedifs ud Die. | 
King. The Living! ſpeak, oh ſpeak again! 
Why will you dally with my Pain? 4 
| Queen. Were your lov'd Roſamond alive 
: wand not my former Paco & revive? 
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. 1 
King. Oh no, by Viſions from above.. 
par d for Grief, and _freed' from Lore, FILE 
ame to take my laſt Adieuu. Ba 
Queen, How am I bleſs'd-if this be true i [Aſide. 
King. And leave th' unhappy Nymph for you. 
DU —_— mie ae n nn 


Queen, —Forbear, my Lord, to grieve, 7 FP” | | 
 : 
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1d know your Roſamond does Live. 


+ = # 2 7500 

If lit Joy to wound 4 Lover, 8 . « | 1 5 amy "4 þ 
F N. FFI Ig v ie ü , ; # 

Hot much more 19 give hin Eaſe f . if 
When his Paſſion we diſcover, © | 7 4 
0h how pleaſing tis to pleaſe! - 

The Bliſs returns, and ue receive 1 1 
Iranſports greater than ue give. | | | 


King. O quickly relate 
This Riddle of Fate! | 
My Impatience forgive, | 8 | 
Docs Roſamond live? 9 
Veen. The Bowl, with drowſie Juices fll'd, | 
m cold Egyptian Drugs diſtill d. 
borrow d Death has clos d her Eyes: | 
toon the waking Nymph hall riſe, 
Id, in a Convent plac'd, admire 
e Coiſter d Walls, and Virgin Quire, 
th them in Songs and Hymns divine OY 
e bezuteous Penitent ſhall join, 2351 
d bid the guilty World Adieu, EPO e 
ng. How am I bleſt if this be true [ Afide. 1 
een. Atoning for her ſelf and you. 
F © | 
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For ever from my 
May the whole World believe her dead, - 


— P , 
- 
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3+] — 
- Ia no more! Securs'the F 


Bd Bliſs : Lack not where: Hain: 
Fancy, fled . I 


That no foul Miniſtet of vice 
Again my ſinking Soul intiee 

Its broken Paſſion to renew 

But let me live and de wa you. 


Queen. How docs my — for ſuch a Prize 


: The vain conſorious World „ 


Tho' diſtant Ages, yet unborn, 
For Roſamond ſhall ly mourn; 
And vith the preſent Times * 
To brand my Name with Cruelty; 
How does my Heart for ſuch a Prize 
The vain cenſorious World: delpiſe! $ 


But fee your Slave, while y yet I ſpeak, 
From his dal Trance 9 8 5 d break 
As he the Potion ſhall ſurvive 
Believe your Roſamond alive. _ 
| King. O happy Day! © peating View! 
* Queen forgives . 
een. My Lorck is true. 5 
King. No more I'll change, 5% 
Queen. No more 10 grieve, . 
Both. But ever thus united live. 2 


FSi Truſty 8 
In Wich Work ap I: 7 I ſee, 
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\ [ke the Place from whenee 1 came, 2 
ut One wou'd 1 Pace! 3% 8 e 
jy former Y ot ; | | 3 * 2 N — 5 ; 
"1 by the W 1 tis my Face? 2 \ ; a | 1 
c a Gme Habit, Garb and Mien! 8 1 *\ 
ne er wou'd bury me in Green, 


Euter Grideline. bd ( 


grid Have I then liv'd to ſee this Hour, Tk © - 
d took thee in the very Bow'r? fan ad 4 ; 
Sit Tr. Widow Trufty, why fo fins: 

y doſt thou thus in Colours ſhine? 
jou ſhou'd(t thy Husband's Death bewail n, 9 
lable Veſture, Peak and Vell. " e x08 
Grid. Forbear theſe fooliſh Freaks, and fre n - <2 
dy our good King and Queen agree. i 
by ſhou'd not we cen Steps purſue . 

0 do as our Superiors do? ee, 
Sit Ty. Am 1 bewitch'd, or do I dream A ee 

oy not who, or where I am, | .. OS e 
what 1 hear, or what I ſee, ET Ws ets 3 
this I'm ſure, howe'er it be, i | 
laits a Perſon in my Station | . A 7 
oblerve the Mode, and be in Fakion. nar be NG 2 
n lt not Grideline the Chaſt * 1 EY 
tended be for what is paſt, * | r 
hence anew my Vows ! plight | ,, 1 
be a futhful courteous Knight. | 
id, yi t00 my plighted Vows renew, 
r tis lo courtly to be true. 
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1 13600 
Vince conjugal-Paſſion - : = 
Is come into Faſhion, 3 
e ſo ble on the Throne ; is, 
- Like Venus Fll ine, kt 
Lie 
4 Sir Truſty ball be my. Adonis. .- 
IN Sir Tr. And Siv Truſty Ball be thy Adonis. _ 


* = - 


8 5 | The King and gere, advancing. | 4 


7 


3 Who to forbidden Joys vou d 0% 1 | 
-_ Tharknows oo Ps pore J 
dye, thou Source of chaſt Delight, 4 
Chearful Days; and blißfol Nights, —- 


T Thow' doſt untainted Joys diſpence, = 
And Pleaſure join with Innocence, © _ 
98 =» Rapcures laſt, and are ſincere _ 


- ,__ Front future Grief and preſent Fear. 
"pet Both. Who to forbidden Joys —5 rode, 
"a * That knows the Swertr of virtuous Love. 
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